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detail of those few terrible days is engraved
so indelibly upon my memory that it seems
but the occurrence of yesterday, and I need
no reference to help me in my description
of a catastrophe which almost outrivals some'
of the horrors of the Mutiny.

We were all up early on the morning of
the 23rd. The durbar was fixed to take place
at eight, and the rooms had to be prepared
for the ceremony. But when eight o'clock
came, it brought only a message from the
palace, saying that the Jubraj was too ill
to leave his house, and therefore the regent
had not come ; so the red cloth arranged for
his reception was put away, and a consultation
took place between the Chief and my hus-
band as to what the next move should be.

It was decided to make one last attempt
to get the princes to attend, and then
if that failed, other measures were to be
resorted to. But twelve o'clock brought no
better results, and about four my husband
was sent to the palace to see the Jubraj,